


The Tragedie 

Kmg. Well) let it ftrike. 

Bug. Why let it ftrike? 

King Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

1 am not in the giuing vaine to day, 

Bhc. Wljy then refolue me whether you will or no i 
K. Tut,tut,thou troubleftme)I am notin the vaine. Exit, 

Bhc. Is it euenfoi rewards he my trueferuice 
Withfuch deepe contcmpt)madeIhimKingfor this? 

O let me chi nk e on Hafimgs, and begone 
T o Brecknock, while my fearefull head is on. Exit . 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The rnoft arch-adt of pitteous malJacre, 

T hat euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dtghton and Forrett whom 1 did fubbornc, 

To do this ruthfull peeceof butchery* 

Although they were flcftit villaincs,bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tendernellc and compaflion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad dories: 

Loe thus quoth Dightonhy thefc tender babes, 

Thus,thus quoth Ferrell girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 

T heir lips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke* 

When in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A booke of prayers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Aorr^almoft chang'd my mind. 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaineftopt, 

Whilft Digh ton thus told on we fmoothered 
Themoft replenifliedfweetworke of nature 
That from the prime creation euer heframde, 

They could notfpeake,andfo l left them both, 

To bring thefetydings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

Aud here he corri£/4U haile my foueraigne Liege, 

King. Kind Thrill, and 1 happie in thy newes? 

Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happinefte.be happie then. 

For it.is doijc my Lord. 
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of Richard the Third, 

King. But didft thou fee them dead ? 

Tir. 1 did my Lord. 

^*The' Ch b a“ia?nf of the Tower halh buried them •• 

But how or in what place 1 do not know, 

Kw. Come to me Tirrill foone at after fupper, 

And thou fhalt tell the procetfe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how 1 may do thee § 00 °> „ 

And be inheritor of thy defire. ExttTtmU. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely hauel matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes of Edward, fleepe in esibrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight; 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knotlookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catejby , 

Cat. My Lord. , 

King. Good newesor bad, that thou comeft in fo bluntly* 
fat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

King. Ely with 'Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leaied army; 

Come, I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fierie expedition be my wings, 

Ioue, CMereurie, &nd Herald for a King. 

Come mutter men, my counfaile is my fhield, 

We muft be briefe,when traitors braue the field. Exeunt. 
Enter ^ueene Margaret fola. 

Qu.tJMar. So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death 1 ; 

Here in thefc confines flilie haue 1 lurkt, 

T o watch the wayning of mine aduerlaries: 

A dire indu&ion am I witnelTe too, 

And will to France , hoping the confequence 
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